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OM  Santa  Klaus  is  a  merry  wight, 

And  his  reindeers  merrily  go 
Over  cottage  roofs  by  the  moon’s  pale  light 
Through  December’s  frost  and  snow  : 

He  comes  from  a  land  of  cold  and  night. 
But  he  comes  good  gifts  to  bring, 

And  hearts  grow  warm  ns  amid  the  storm 
His  sleigh-bells  merrily  ring. 

For  each  Christmas  Del  1  doth  a  story  tell 
Of  One  who  was  cradled  of  old 
In  a  manger  rude,  where  the  oxen  stood 
The  promised  Child  to  behold  : 

And  the  bells  ring  clear  for  the  glad  New 
Year, 

With  a  hope  that  'hall  never  cease, 

That  their  notes  ring  out  old  fear  and 

doubt. 

Singing  in  an  age  of  peace. 

And  we,  who  are  children  of  riper  years. 
Have  a  Santa  Klaus,  good  and  true, 
Making  endless  jo>  with  each  sparkling  toy 
That  he  brings  to  our  eager  view  ; 

He  carries  us  news  from  the  distant  East, 
Fiom  the  mart  and  busy  throng, 

And  bespreads  before  us  a  constant  feast 
Of  story  and  wit  and  song. 

Through  the  pouring  ra  n,  through  the 
wintry  blast, 

He  trudges,  a  faithful  friend  ; 

We  rest  at  last  when  your  work  is  past, 
But  his  labors  never  end  ; 

And  the  scenes  of  strife  or  the  joys  of  life, 
Which  the  printed  sheets  portray, 

Are  a  source  of  joy  without  alloy, 

That  he  gives  us  every  day. 


In  these  days  of  mirth  for  a  ransomed  earth, 
Forget  not  the  Carrier’s  call. 

If  an  humble  cot  be  your  earthly  lot. 

Or  ve  dwell  in  a  stately  hall  ; 

Your  fires  burn  bright  through  the  long, 
dark  night. 

Ye  are  sheltered  from  winter’s  cold  ; 

Let  your  hearts’  grow  warm  ’mid  the  frost 
and  storm, 

As  ye  hear  our  story  told. 
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